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From BEAUTY OF CHANGE
. . . ROSES in their first crimson dress appear. Lilies their ancient beauties display. And violets the same blue mantles wear They wore on their creation's great show-day.
But tulips each new year their robes have new,
Fertile in colours with the fertile spring;
All shades pursuing still, save only blue,
The season's changes, marked in theirs, they bring.
These that like freckled beauties now appear, Their freckles gone, boast clearer white and red: Their colours changing with the changing year, They with new smiles and blushes dye their bed.
Those which sprung from their mother's painted womb In naked yellow, show a tawny skin; In new successions fairer yet will come, And white, as in their naked smocks, be seen.
The widow, in her royal purple veiled, That hangs her head till her short mourning's done, When she her time of widowhood has wailed, Light colours and striped Indian silks puts on . . ,
Gould living fair ones, living tulips, so As they resemblances in beauty hold, Like resemblances in their changes show, Changing more lovely still as they grow old,1649                   RICHARD    LEIGH                       99
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